






FIGARO IN LONDON. 
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Satire should, like a potish'd razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacu’. 
™ Political Pasquin ades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones) of Political history. They supp! yinformation as to the personal habits, and 
often as to the mctives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere ’—Croxer’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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No. 93.) _ SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 14, 1833. (Price One Penny 
THE MUMMY.—A DRAMATIC SKETCH. Althorpe.—lf trickery is to command success, your triumph 


is certain. 

Grey.—Hold your tongue, you vagabond, or I'll cercainly 
dismiss you from my employ. 

Althorpe.—No, that you never can, I’m certain. 

NK STA Ie | Grey.—How, scoundrel? could I not dismiss you immedi- 
Pt ately from my service ? 

Althorpe.— No; for that would be what I call turning out 
an honest man, which in your case would, you know, be im- 
possible. 

Grey.—Well, well, Pll have no disguise with you. Let us 
understand each other at once, and be true to one another’s 


interests, 
Althorpe.-—Yes, yes; ‘honour amoung thieves,” shall in 
future be our motto, and if there be truth in it, your title of 
Right Honourable is extremely appropriate. 
Grey.—A truce to jesting, Sir. My present design is to get 
into the good graces of that dolt John Bull, and I think I’ve 





CHARACTERS. 
Joun Bury (in want of a Reform Munmy. ) 
Eart Grey (an Adventurer.) | 
ALTHORPE (his roguish Servant. ) 
WELLINGTON (Proprietor of a No-Reform Mummy.) 
ScENE I. Downine Srreer. 


hit upon an expedient, 
| Althorpe.—Let us hear it. 
Grey.—Why, you must be well aware that Jolin loves any 


thing like a curiosity—any thing out of the common way is sure 


Enter Grey and Althorpe. 
to tickle his fancy. So I have a thought of pleasing him with 


(rrey.—Well, here we are opposite the place we have so long = oe 
sighed to gain, but how to accomplish our designs on John a mummy—which, by way of giving it a pretty name, we will 
call Reform. 

Althorpe.—lI like the name vastly, but as to the thing itself, 
that will be difficult. 

Grey.—Not in the least, you must be the Mummy. 


Althorpe.—I! oh Lord! I’m not fit for it. 


Bull’s pocket J am at a loss to imagine. 
Althorpe.—Let us walk boldly in and offer to serve him. 
Grey.—No, no! that will never do—he has had our profes- 
sions before ; and I’m afraid knows the value of them. But he 
is a terrible fool still, and we can only succeed by gulling him. | 
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Grey.—Why there’s nothing in it, and so you are just the 
person. You have only to look very stupid—that is, I only 
want you to be natural. 


Althorpe.—But I can’t act a Mummy, I’m sure. 





Grey.—My dear fellow—its only a thing made up of stufhing, 
and the less effort you make the more you'll resemble the thing 
I require. Trust to your own resources to look very stupid 
and you’ll succeed to a miracle. 

Althorpe.—Well, I don’t much like the office, but any thing 
to accomodate so excellent a master. (.side.) The old 
(Exeunt.) 

Scene II. 
Joun Butt. 


rogue. 
Joun Butw’s TREASURY. 


Solus. 





John Bull.—Well I’m very tired of things as they are, and 
I must have a new set of servants. Mv old ones have robbed 
me for a long time, and I cant get hold of a worse set of scoun- 
drels that’s one consolation. However, I’ve offered their places 
to any body who’ll bring me some curiosity—TI like something 
strange—and don’t care what it is, so as it is curious. 

(Enter Grey, bearing in Althorpe as a Wummy.) 
John Bull.—Hollo, what the deuce have you got there ? 
Grey.—Why this is the wonderful Reform Mummy of which 

you have heard so much. 
John Bull.— Indeed, that is a curiosity. 


fine specimen, but had not you some difficulty in carrying it? 


Bless me its a very 


Grey.—A little—but here it is at last, and its no common 
make up I assure you; It’s the real thing you may depend on’¢. 
(Enter Wellington with a Mummy made up of very ancient 

materials—Vested Rights— Prerogative and other Antique 

rubbish swept together for the occasion. ) 

John Bull.—Hollo here, another Mummy—how can this be 
—what’s this ? 

Wellin gton.—Mine is the true venerable artiele Tassure you. 
None of your flimsy made up things just to suit the moment, 
but a true Mummy, that has been the same from time imme- 
morial—never different. 

Grey-—Oh, no, always ta-different. 

Wellington.—yYour observations are out of place. 

Grey.—Then, being like the person to whom I apply them, 
they are at least appropriate. 

Wellington.—yY ou are the most impertinent scoundrel in the 
world. 

Grey. —You are forgetting yourself most unaccountably. 

John Bull.—Come, have done with this bickering, I will 
decide which of the two Mummies is the most valuable; I have 
prepared an Elixir, and which ever that operates strongest upon 
( He applies the Elixir of agita- 
tion to the Mummy introduced by Wellington, but without 
producing the smallest effect upon it.) 


Wellington.—Oh you're Elixir’s bad, and would be very in- 


I] will select for my service. 


jurious. 


John Bull,—My Elixir is very good—the fault is with your 





a 


Mummy. But let us try the other. (Applies the Elixir of 
agitation to Althorpe’s mouth, who sucks it in with the 
greatest avidity, and commences jumping about in the most 
ardent spirit of tom -foolery. ) 

John Bull.—This is the real thing (to Grey), you may have 
But as to you, Sir (to Wellington ), make yourself 
(Kicks him out). 


Grey and Althorpe wink Lehind, enjoying the success of 


my place, 


scarce in the quickest mode possible. 


their design, and begin to pick their master’s pocket, even 
while he ts in the act of turning out Wellington. 
(Curtain falls.) 
The above light sketch shows how it was that we have got 
blessed with a government of Whigs, and lets us into the secret 


of our own gullibility. Seymour has been unusually happy, 


and it seems that the Herculean mind of that mighty master, 
like a fire blazing brighter after the imposition of black coal, 
gains an increase of brilliance from every new dark burden of 


national calamity that approaches it. His country’s dingy 


miseries, act on the fire of his genius, like a bushel of the best 
Wali’s End on a blacksmith’s forge, and every new weight cast 
on our shoulders by misrule, serves as a scuttle of coals to the 


blaze of Seymour’s ability. 


INTERPRETER. 


Contempt for the Laws. 

On Thursday, a solicitor of Gray’s Inn, and a sherifl’s officer, attended 
at Barnet Fair, to capture a horse-dealer, against whom an execution 
had issued from the Court of Exchequer. The sherifi’s oflicer having 
taken the man into custody, a mob surrounded them, crying out, * Rescue 
the man—curse the law—down with the oflicer!’ and the man was 
eventually rescued. In the scuffle, the solicitor was robbed of his purse, 
and the ollicer of his pocket-book. 

No one can doubt our being on all oceasions the friend of 
liberality, and of the extenuation in every case, of the law’s 
severity. We, however, are not disposed to go the whole 
length with the Barnet people, who not only thwart an ofheer 
in the execution of his duty, but at the same time take the 
opportunity of easing the man in authority of his pocket-book. 
We notice the case as an instance of the general disrepute in 
which all law is held, for it is always sufficient in an assemblage 
of persons, that an act being legal is at once unpopular. This 
is entirely owing to the want of respect for those who make the 
laws, a feeling which is general, and will be so, as long as legis- 
lators continue to act in the spirit which has hitherto directed 
them. A man who makes his appearance in the name of the 
law is certain to have a prejudice excited against him at once, 
and he is sure to meet from those around, with obstructiou 
rather than assistance. Society instead of being united in the 
law’s defence, often seems joined against it, which is a certain 
proof that legislation for the most part is supposed to militate 
against, instead of in favour of society. It is desirable that 
laws if in existence should be obeyed, but it is certain they 
never will be as long as they provide for the interest of the few, 
to the prejudice of the many, 


Laurie's Lamentations. 
After some hesitation the Lord Mayor backed the warrant, but ex- 
pressed great regret that his duty compelled him to do so. 
Police Report. 
It is surprising that Laurie is impenetrable equally to the 
gashes of our razor, and the stunning blows of our tomahawk. 
But it is in the nature of an ass to be at once patient and ob- 
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stinate, so that we ought not to be surprised at finding mild and 
idiotic apathy, the only visible effect of the constant belabour- 
ings, with which we are reluct: untly compelled, to honour the 
representative of the city’s dignity. In the present instance 

Lord Laurie’s egregious folly speaks for itself, it comprises a 
cool and revolutionary assertion that he hates to do his duty. 

There is a species of asinine imperturbability about Laurie’s 
proceedings, which often induces us to fear what will become 
As chief magistrate of the city, his open assertion of 
at the performance of his duty, assumes a serious 
the civic chair is drawn from under 
Tnsig- 


of him, 
his horror 
character: and the sooner 
him, the better must it be for himself and for society. 
nificance can be his only chance of impunity, and it is with the 
friendly view of reducing him to his old station of saddler, that 
we are continually laying about him with our celebrated instru- 
ment of retribution. In his trade he can do himself no harm, 
but as long as his Mayoralty continues, and he perseveres in in- 
sulting the laws by violent tirades against duty in general, while, 
we say this insane career is continued, Laurie’s neck does not 
seem to us worth more than a fortnight’s purchase. We are 
resolved if possible to save him from total destruction, and we 
are quite sure that should we succeed in our benevolent aim, 
Laurie some two years hence when he may be taking a rural 
cup of unimpassioned souchong with Lady L. in the lonely retire- 
ment of a box in White Conduit Gardens ; when he shall on some 
sabbath evening pour out his soul into his wife’s ears, and his tea 
into his saucer, when the cares of office shall no longer wrinkle 


his brow, but he shall sit with tranquility in his heart, a piece of 


muffin in his mouth, affection in his eye, and half a crown in his 
nocket, then we say, under these placid circumstances, he will 
A ; . . . . . \ 
turn up his eyes, (proud rivals of the neighbouring gooseberries, ) 


and will involuntarily mutter a blessing upon the clemency of 


Figaro. 
White the Oppressor. 

The Defendants muttered something about that they thought they had 
a right to enter into any service when they were starving and could get 


no employment. 
Mr. White.—You were liable to imprisonment at the time you entered 


into Don Pedro’s service. What business have you to interfere with the 
aflairs of Spain or Portugal, or any other foreign nation ? 

Defendants—We are only trying to get our living. 

Mr. White.—Why don’t you mind your own business at home, and nol 
interfere with the quarrels of other nations, and Jeave other persons to 
settle their own disputes, You ought to have been imprisoned for break- 
ing the laws of your country, and ifall those had been imprisoned who 
entered into Don Pedro’s service it would have been much better. I 
shall send you both for one month to the House of Correction, and when 
you come out of prison [ recommend you to get back to your own parish, 


The Defendants were then locked up. 

We know not what would become of the London I 
were it not for our incessant and paternal care, which occa- 
sionally restrains, even if it fails in crushing their various cnor- 
mities. In the above instance we find White, (whose name 
ought for the sake of consistency to be black,) bullying in the 
most savage manner two miserable panpers, whose only crime 
appears to hi ive been starvation, rendered doubly heinous in the 
eyes of the magistrate by a dosiee to get their bread. They 
were committed to prison for having no means of support, and 
the malignity of White experienced a sanguinary whet from the 
fact of the poor creatures having sought to gain a livelihood in 
not in accordance with the magistrate’s political 

Because they happened to have entered the service 
honour of White’s coun- 


Magistrac Vy 


a manner 
sentiments. 
of Pedro, who seems not to have the 
tenance, he commits them to prison in a manner at once brutal 
and unceremonious. Itis very hard that those who are starving 
may not have the chance of existing in the only manner that is 
open to them, but must submit their plans ot subsistence to 
magisterial approval. Talk of the political oppression of Old 
Sarum, it was nothing to that of O] if White, whom we dismiss 


for the present. 
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GLOUCESTERIANA.—No. 54. 





Higgins and the Duke were permitted to pay their annual 
visit to Bartholomew Fair, and the illustrious brace never were 
in better spirits than on the occasion alluded to. Their funds 
were also better than usual, and the Duke indulged freely in 
the mingled luxuries of gingerbread, sausages, sights, swings, 
and shove-halfpenny. The lucky-bag was a source of con- 
siderable annoyance to the Duke, for he kept losing his pence 
with a rapidity that alarmed him for the state of his assets— 
as he said drawing out blanks by twenties, “I never put my 
hand in, but I find I’ve put my foot into it also.” ‘The faith- 
ful Higgins sacrificed his last cvin to his master’s gambling 
propensities, and came off in the end with nothing but “‘ a hand- 
some silver breast-buckle,” as the proprietor termed the half 
ounce of pewter which she attached as a prize to the cravat of 
the aid-de-camp. ‘The Duke was facetious on the subject of 
the failure, and asserted he “never would have thought it a 
prize had he not been a-prized of it.” Gloucester danced in 
the course of the evening at the Crown and Anchor booth, but 
as he purchased nothing, he was put out long before the close 
of the festivities. ‘This slight seemed to affect his fe ‘elings very 
considerably, and having vented his ill humour upon Higgins, 
they left Smithfield ditferent ways, and reached home at an 
interval of two hours between each other’s arrival. 
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TO THE NATION. 


The proprietor of Figaro in London has the highest plea- 
sure to announce, that an early number will be fixed for 


The Duke of Gloucester’s Benefit. 

This extraordinary resolution has been come to after a most 
mature deliberation upon his Royal Highness’s claims, and it 
has been decided, that the Duke having from nearly the com- 
mencement of this publication shed the lustre of his wit in 
Gloucesteriana through its pages, he has a full right to expect 
from the subscribers, (which may be said now to be synonymous 
with the nation,) a sli; yht mark of gratitude. When it is con- 
sidered that the Duke’s pocket-money is small, and that 
Higgins stands him in at least five shillings a-week, we are 
convinced every thing will be done by the public on the occa- 
sion of his benefit. Full partic ulars will be duly announced, 
In the mean time tickets may be had, and half-yearly parts 
secured on application to the Duke, Gloucester House, ‘Picea- 
dilly, or of Colonel Higgius’s mother at the apple-stall opposite. 

Volumes Price 6s. 
het Half-yearity Part .c.civccccee WM 
2nd Ditto 29, 


3rd Ditto (just ont) POCO Tes | 
Single numbers Oue Penny. 


9d. 
6d. 


— SS 


BREVITIES. 
‘' Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare, 


Cause and effect. 
It is too true that there are many patriots who while they 
bleat about the ** cause of liberty,” act in so interested a mau 
ner that they are evidently looking more after the effects. 


Epigram 


(On the King’s impropriety in choosing his present Ministers. ) 


Sure William did a wondrous sin 
By giving Grey the premier’s station ; 
For when the Whigs he did take in, 
Hle likewise did take in the nation, 
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A Philosophic Brevity. 
Allowing the peerage to be the light of the nation—it is a 
light of which most of the rays are very refractory. 


A poor Recommendation. 

The Bishop of Exeter was once heard to say he could most 
safely swear to his consistency of character. If damning it 
may be called swearing to it, he has undoubtedly done so long 
ago. 

A Mountebank reformed. 

The poor clerk in orders whom we pounded to atoms three 
weeks ago, has been so melancholy ever since, that his friends 
declare Gerard Andrewes will never again be one of the merry 


Andrews 


THEATRICALS. 


The proceedings of Bunn are now the subject of general ob- 
servation in the theatrical world, and his anti-national design 
to rnin the legitimate drama is of course the object of one loud 
and universal anathema. He is at present strolling through the 
provinces, raking out the contents of every miserable barn, 
which he means to import to Drury Lane, under the old clap- 
trap title of provincial ability. Every body knows what sort 
of rubbish to expect, and the drama it is expected will be 
speedily swamped by a heap of rustic imbecility in the shape of 
some rural vagabonds aspiring to the mutilation of dramatic 
characters. We have had enough of provincial talent. Evans 
was “a performer of prov incial celebrity,” but he never found 
his level till he sunk down into the cider-cellar driveller, and 
gave up the dramatic truncheon for the chairman’s hammer— 
the cup of Melpomene for the glass of brandy and water. These 
are the kind of geniuses we may expect under the lesseeship of 
Bunn, though to prevent his company bursting on the public ear 
with too great a sound of novelty from its complete obscurity, 
he has contrived to get a few of the failures of former seasons 
to present themselves once more before an insulted public, in 
the mad hope it may forget their formerly manifested ineffi- 
ciency. On thisscore Mr. T. Green has been tempted to render 
himself emine ntly ridiculous, by undertaking to enact the parts 
of gentlemen, when he must be aware that he is in his most 
polished moods merely as high as the true linendraper standard 
of refinement and elegance. Mademoiselle Ceeleste, whom we 
once succeeded in driving from the metropolis is to return to it, 
under the wing of the insane Bunn, who must be aware that 
her infliction on the house, and the presence of ten pounds 
worth of people in it, are two things that cannot happen simul- 
taneously. If the two theatres were about to be rebuilt, and it 
were necessary as a preliminary step to have them both a 
down, surer means for having the job done by the volunta: 
act of the public, could not possibly be taken than those whie ; 
Mr. Bunn seems to be adopting for carrying on the approaching 
season. 

Our strictures on the awful butchery of the bard of Avon at 
the Queen’s, have had the salubrious effect of curbing the wan- 
ton propensities of the manager to continue his violence towards 
the memory of Shakspeare. Mr. Freer who was the grand 

conspirator against the bard’s reputation, has suddenly sunk 
from the dignity of the representative of Othello to the more 
congenial personation of some boasting sea monster, under the 
title of a British Tar, in a conglomeration of trash collected 
under the revolting name of a nautical melodrama. The people 
aA go to the house like these things, and we cannot think of 
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quarreling with any body on a mere matter of taste, though we 

think it may be some time before we intrude again upon the 
audience of the Queen’s theatre. The blackguardism on the 
stage finds a readily responsive sympathy in that of the people 
before the curtain, and as there seems to be a species of con- 
fidential relish of mutual vulgarity between actors and audience, 
we do not mean to visit for some time, a place where the pre- 
sence of one who does not see wit in coarseness, or pathos in 
twaddle, will only be embarrassing to all parties. 

We have had a new opera at the Adelphi, called the Court 
Masque, to which Herold’s music in Le Pré aux Clercs has 
been very skilfully adapted. It is much inthe Auber style, and 
is extremely pleasing even if it must incur the charge of a want 
of originality. The piece is by our old friend Planché, who, to 
do him justice, succeeds well in writing songs, which are usually 
the most trashy of all dramatic substances. We can say little 
for the general acting, but the singing of Mrs. Waylett was of 
course a perfect luxury, Bland made a terrible fool of himself 
in the first scene or so, but he seemed to rally wonderfully in 
the course of the piece, and sang a cavatina very tastefully. 
The stock noblemen of the establishment running unfortunately 

rather taller than Mr Bland, he was forced to exhibit himself 
in a dress considerably too lengthy, and his hat supported itself 
lazily on the bridge of his huge accommodating nose, to the 
great detriment of his personability. The keeper of the ward- 
robe should have contracted the hat assigned to Bland, and not 
have calculated too much on the well known thickness of the 
sconce possessed by the little gentleman. He peeped out from 
it occasionally with an expression of curiosity to see who it was 
that could be applauding him. ‘The opera is admirably got up 
and reflects great credit on Mr. Arnold’s active management. 

We have not lately had an opportunity of visiting Sadler’s 
Wells, but we have heard much of a new piece called The 
Knights of St John, from Mr. Almar’s prolific pen, which we 
shortly purpose witnessing. 

Our protege Younge, has succeeded in planting himself at 
the Pavilion—an achiev ement that has caused us unmixed 
extacy. We trust the veteran will flourish. His present salary 
is we understand two cups of tea per night and a Joaf and butter 
—-but he is ambitious and will no doubt get on, for he is full 
of hope, and inspired with a tremendous relish for eatables. 
His prospects are uncommonly good, for notwithstanding the 
jokes that have unfeelingly been made on his antiquity, we have 
ascertained that he only entered his 68th year last April. He 
has however all the early vigour of a child of six—and the 
antellect also. Having failed in the monarchs, he is studying 
the rufhans, but there is not always much difference in the line 
of character. We wish him every success, aud shall go to his 
benefit. 





E LAIR’S G OUT and RHE UM. \TIC PILLS possess the 


inestimable property of affording immediate relief, with the certainty of a cure 
in a few days, proved by the experience of many thousands of persons within the last 
twelve months, including many of the first rank and distinction. These Pills are the 
recent discovery of an eminent physician, are perfectly free from those poisonous 
drugs so generally used as remedies for the Gout and Rheumatism for many years 
past, and which, if giving temporary relief, have never failed to impair the constitu- 
tion. <A few doses will remove the severest lumbago, as well as rheumatic headache 
and pains in the face, and will also, by their peculiar properties and the qaickness of 
the cure, prevent the debility so much complained of after an attack of rheumatic 
gout.—Sold wholesale, retail, and for exportation, by Thomas Prout, 229, Strand, 
seven doors frem Temple-bar, London, price 2s. Yd, per box, and by most medicine- 
venders in town or country. Country venders can obtain them through their London 
agents. 
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DATEN r WwW \ r Dp RPROOP BEAVER HATS.—The 
only Waterproof Beaver Hats that are sanctioned by the King’s Royal Letters 
Patent, which combine every improvement in quality, shape. and cvlour of the tast 
hal: century, are those manufactured by ROBERT FRANKS & Co., 140, Kegent- 
Street, and 62, Redcross Strect. City. 
Superfine quality, 2is. 


Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 


PATERNOSTER ROW 














































